TYLL    OWLGLASS

to carry this abominable hive? You must be mad or
drunk; but let us have no more of your nonsense, or it
will be the worse for you."

Owlglass laughed in his sleeve, enjoying this fine
sport; and, after they had gone on a little farther, he
caught hold of the fellow's hair at the back, giving
his head such a pull forward that he scraped his nose
against the hive. The fellow's rage now knew no
bounds. "You scoundrel," he cried, "first you say
I pull your hair and now you pull mine; but wait, you
shall catch it." Whereupon he let go of the hive,
and the other doing the like, they fell upon each
other, and a furious fight began. At length they both
came to the ground, and, rolling one over the other
down a steep bank, they became separated, and in the
great darkness neither knew where to find the other
nor the beehive.

Owlglass, seeing it was still dark, went to sleep
again in the hive; and the next morning, not knowing
where he was, went his way whither chance might
lead him.
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